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FATHER GANDER’S MELODY. 


“ PLEASE EXCUSE MY SLIGHT DIGRESSION “WON'T YOU KEEP UP YOUR PROFESSION 
FROM MY CAMPAIGN OF AGGRESSION, FOR A FEW WEEKS IN SUCCESSION ?” 
FOR THE WEATHER IS SO VERY, VERY “WELL, REALLY, GENTLE READER, I THINK 
HOT, HOT, HOT!” NOT, NOT, NOT!” 
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HE Rev. Mr. Gillespie Turner, of Cairo, Ill., recently 
undertook an evangelical campaign against that strong- 
hold of Satan, situated remotely in Texas and designated upon 
large maps by a fly-speck named Brackettsville. Bracketts- 
ville consists of twenty-seven saloons and a grocery, and the 
chief local industry is to supply reliable frontier whiskey to 
such gentlemen of the U.S. Cavalry as come over or pass 
from Fort Clark to whoop it up and paint the town red. 
There is a Justice of the Peace in Brackettsville whose re- 
volver has a frolicsome reputation on convivial occasions, and 
a hotel man who has peopled one-fourth of the corporate 
graveyard and is otherwise a much respected citizen. It so 
happened that the Rev. Mr. Turner arrived on the 3d of July, 
which date had also been fixed for the arrival of a large and 
interesting circus, whose many attractions had been billed on 
the public square for a week. In anticipation of its arrival 
the hotel man and several other capitalists had erected an 
enormous tent and furnished it appropriately with saw- 
dust, a peanut-stand and seven circles of benches, and 
had notified the manager that he could spare himself the 
trouble and expense of bringing these paraphernalia 
along. By some untoward accident the circus had mired 
itself in a mud bank twenty miles below and failed to arrive, 
but in its place came the Rev. Mr. Turner and his mule. 
He was surprised and delighted to be met by a posse 
of distinguished citizens with the justice of the peace at its 
head, to be followed enthusiastically by the local small boys 
in tumultuous throngs, and to receive from the hotel man a 
warm welcome, and from the Brackettsville Brass Band a ser- 
enade, which made up in vigor what, from the fact that each 
member played a different tune, it lacked in harmony. 
“We've got the bossest tent in Texis,” said the Justice, 
effusively. ‘‘ Betcherlife ther’s no flies on Brackettsville fer 
enterprise.” 
“Jess rassle the monkeys ’n spangles fer all yer worth, 
pard,” said the hotel man; “whoop her up, ’n we ’ll back yer.” 





These and similar remarks were somewhat incomprehensi- 
ble to the Reverend Mr. Turner, but he supposed it was bor- 
der enthusiasm, and could not take amiss the kindness of his 
reception. He was fatigued by his journey and the Brass 
Band; and, stating that he would gladly consent to hold serv- 
ices at 10 A. M. on the following day, retired to the best room 
in the house and sank to sleep with a feeling of triumph at 
the ease with which he had routed the devil. 


At 9 o'clock, when he arose, the Brass Band was doing its 
best at the tent, a block away, and the hotel was nearly de- 
serted. Ata quarter to ten he thought he would step over and 
open the campaign. The justice of the peace was selling tick- 
ets to Mexicans and soldiers as fast as he could take in the 
money, and the hotel man was running the peanut and pink 
lemonade stand with astonishing lung power and skill. A yell 
of delight went up from the crowd as the Rev. Mr. Turner 
entered the tent. It was packed from ring to roof, and every 
citizen had a bag of peanuts, a bottle of whiskey and a revolver, 
The Rev. Mr. Turner thought it a little queer, but stepped 
into the ring and signaled for silence. There was a tremen- 
dous round of applause and then a hush. He intoned a 
psalm, at which the small boys kept time with their feet, and 
the Mexicans, not understanding the language, giggled. At 
the end of it, however, the audience was cold. The Rev. 
Mr. Turner mopped his brow and gave out a hymn, but no 
one seemed to understand. At this juncture the Justice en- 
tered and leaned over the rope. 


“Trot out the procesh fust, pard,” he whispered ; “ or give 
‘em a monkey ’n dog race ’n kinder warm up fer the clowns.” 

“T fail to—I—I do not quite—” 

“Let out the whoopla gal—turn her loose;” urged the 
Justice ; “ yar’s six hundred and forty dollars begawd, sir.” 

“But—” said the Rev. Mr. Turner. And then the Justice 
entered the ring and held a conversation in whispers with 
him. It lasted a minute and a quarter, and then the Justice 
solemnly, but with the air of a man who is performing a 
duty, turned the Rev. Mr. Turner about, placed both hands 
on his shoulders and by a series of skillful kicks propelled him 
out the main entrance and half way to the hotel. Then he 
returned and said: 


“ Feller citizens, the succus hez moved out, ’n the perform- 
ince is postponed on account of weather. Money will be re- 
funded at the door, and Jim Stoddard will perwide two 
buckets of tar ’n a feather bed for the afternoon swarry.” 

The Rev. Mr. Turner has some trouble yet at his Cairo 
home when he parts his hair, but whiskey, cavalry men and 
the Devil have doubled their hold on Brackettsville. 
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Elste—at house wedding : 
AND PAPA SAYS IT’S A CIRCUS. 


AIMER, C’EST OUBLIER. 


S I strolled on the beach with the fair Isabella— 
We were friends of long standing, I’d known her 
a week— 
Was it love or the shade of her gorgeous umbrella 
That fluttered in crimson across her soft cheek ? 







Hope tugged at my heart-strings and made me audacious, 
For when Coquetry blooms like a Provengal rose, 

It is surely a sign that she means to be gracious, 
And bless with sweet favor some one of her beaux. 


So I set me to wooing, both blithely and bravely, 
Caught in mine a small hand in a brown gant de 
Suéde, 
Snatched a kiss from her lips, and was begging her suavely 
To leave out my heart from the list of betrayed, 





DIFFERENCE OF OPINION. 


NURSE, WHAT zs AUNT KATIE’S WEDDING ? 
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MAMMA SAYS IT’S CHURCH, 












When she stopped me. 
discreetly, 
“But you see,—I ’m engaged!” and pretended to sigh, 
While a swift recollection upset me completely— 
“Great Heaven!” I gasped, “I forgot. So am I.” 
M. E. W. 


“I’m sorry,” she murmured, 





ANECDOTE OF MILO. 









ILO, the Wrestler, a Grecian of gigantic strength, be- 

ing desirous of giving a convincing proof of his pow- 

ers, undertook to rive in twain the stump of a gnarled oak, 

but his hands being taken in the rift, he perished miserably of 

hunger and thirst. This anecdote teaches us the extreme 

folly of Taking the Stump when it is not absolutely sure how 
things are going to come out. 





THE upper ten—the ten of trumps. 
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BOOMLETS. 
ENRY CLAY said: 
dent.” 
Henry Clay had a cigar named after him. 
We merely offer this as a hint to Mr. Blaine. 


“I'd rather be right than Presi- 


* * * 
6 H, Jim,” said Mulligan, “1 see you were rewarded by 
the Rex Vestib 

“You lie !” 

“ Yes. 
piece indeed. 
about Little Rock and 

Here the statesmen got beyond our hearing. 


* * * 


7 HE proposition of the recently resurrected Know-Nothing 

Party to nominate General Grant for the Presidency 
meets with our approval. 

The developments of the past four months show that the 
ex-President is eminently qualified to lead such a party. 

* * * 
T HE Rev. Ball, of Buffalo, Minister of the Gospel and 
General Disseminator of Scandal, is about to sue a 
Boston paper for libel. 

Can it be that some esteemed contemporary of the City of 
Baked Beans has been rash enough to intimate that the Rev. 
Ball is anything but what the general public believes him to be ? 

* * * 
M OREY LETTER: We do not wonder that although 
acquainted with the leading politicians of the age, you 
never remember having seen Mr. John I. Davenport. 
He cannot be seen with the naked eye. 
* * * 
66 HANK Heaven, that’s done with. If I’m ever 
President, I'll recommend a Constitutional Amend- 
ment to the effect that Presidential candidates won't have to 
write letters of acceptance. G. Cleveland.” 
*K * * 
‘6 H! Oh!! Oh!!! 
that address. 
Cleveland ! 


If 1’d only waited a day with 
Would n’t I have had fun with 
B. F. B.” 
x # * 
M R. A. W. TOURGEE elegantly remarks of Governor 
Cleveland that he wears a twenty-six inch collar and 
buys his trousers by the acre. 

This is a sample of the subtle humor of that illustrious 
gentleman whose name covers about every square inch of his 
magazine, the Weekly and Monthly Continent. 

Mr. Tourgee wears a small hat, and is believed to rent his 
principles at moderate rates. 

* * * 


HE Sua shines for all, no doubt, but when it attempts to 
keep one thermometer up and another one down it is 
a sort of double faced shine. 
Still, when a paper is edited by a disappointed politician, 
consistency is hardly to be expected. 


I was about to remark Rex Vestibuli. Very pretty | 
By the way, I would like a few words with you | 
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THE REIGN OF THE COQUETTE. 


NE scene of gayety 
slowly yields to 
another in the 
revolving kalei- 
doscope of events. 
The dust barely 
flecks our danc- 
ing pumps after a 
round of winter 
gayeties, when 
summer opens 
her vine-clad por- 
tals, and amid 
the sheen and 
shimmer, the pip- 

r \ 3. ing of birds and 

A 7 scent of flowers, 

; the eye is allured 

by terpsichore’s twinkling toes and the silken snares of the 
coquette. 

As the glass revolves, the question arises, Are we to enjoy 
a respite during the silly season for the dynamic* glances 
and the perfumed persecutions of the coquette? Or, if the 
hotels refuse to close their doors upon the satin-toed sirens, 
must every self-respecting man bent on a summer vacation 
procure a fowling piece and a pair of top-boots and hie to the 
woods? Science will ever remain a blundering old hussy if 
she does not enlighten the world with an analysis of the pas- 
sion of love. If love is electricity, so maintained by an acute 
German whose life was a living refutation of the axiom that 
lightning never strikes twice in the same spot, we might 
flank the beast with lightning-rods and conduct the mysterious 
fluid where it would be powerless to tingle the blood. But 
Herbert Spencer declares that it is a passion of infinite com- 
plexity, and this has seemed the more reasonable view since 
Socrates was beguiled by Theodota in a sophistical spider- 
web argument which his combined powers of wit and logic 
could not resist. 

The society belle, who is counting her conquests on the 
sticks of her fan, is aware of this, for she experiences in a 
single season of gayety the whole diapason of human pas- 
sion and has a new love for every synodical month of the 
year. She can beat Science at her own game, and puncture 
the old wind-bag Philosophy with a stiletto-stab of the eye. 
As trophies of her love-conquests she displays a score of 
bleeding hearts at her girdle, while torturing a fresh victim 
as a small boy dangles a cockchafer at the end of a string. 
The coquette must go. Not rudely would we eject her, for 
to ruffle her plumage were to bring down coals of fire on our 
head. But as the appalling state of society in high life, as 
abundantly illustrated of late by Mr. Alfred Austin and Lady 
John Manners, is due to her frivolous conduct, we would 
break her wand and destroy her power for mischief. 


* Dynamic fo:sooth! There is dynamite in the eye of a coquette. 















At all events she ought to be debarred entrance at the 
fashionable hotels, or precautions should be taken for the 
safety of single gentlemen, such as the employment of du- 
ennas, and causing placards bearing the imprint “NO FLIRT- 
ING,” to be secured to rustic seats and hung on the walls. 
We have submitted too long to the persecutions of the co- 
quette. It is her fault that men shun the tennis-court and 
the loving moonlight, and play draw-poker at the clubs. The 
confiding nature of man, and his eagerness to please the 
woman he may secretly hate, by falling in love with her, are 
so well known that they have become instruments of power 
in her hands. In justice, then, to young men who, in order 
to avoid the artful decoy with her bangs and bangles, go 
gunning at the risk of receiving a charge of buckshot in the 
neck, the summer hotels should be made a safe retreat where 
they may enjoy restful repose. When the reign of the co- 
quette is over and she is rendered as powerless as Cleopatra 
for playing her arts, the cry of match-making mammas at the 
watering-places, ‘“‘ Where are the young men?” will have be- 
come a tradition of the past; for the young men will flock 
there to the utter discomfiture of valetudinarians and dudes, 
to enter into suitable matrimonial projects for enhancing their 
natural interests and prosperity. 

HAROLD VAN SANTVOORD. 











MORE OF EDGAR FAWCETT’S EMBROIDERY. 


DGAR FAWCETT is proving himself a clever writer 

of stories, and a very prolific one. “ Rutherford” is the 

third of his novels which has appeared within a year, and a 

fourth is announced. __ In addition he has issued a volume of 

poems, and is writing a series of sketches for a London news- 

paper. ‘“ Rutherford,” we are informed, once appeared as a 

serial in The Lzbrary. ~The movement of the story is more 

complex, and the end more sombre than we generally expect 
from this satirical, but, on the whole, very humane writer. 

It is doubtful whether Mr. Fawcett has ever created a 
group of characters which will compare with Rutherford and 
Penrhyn, Constance and Adelaide, in this novel. The con- 
trast of qualities and their influence upon each other make a 
subtle and interesting study of life and its motives. It is to 
be noted and approved that, however keen the thrusts which 
Mr. Fawcett makes at the foibles of New York society, he 
never fails to commend that which is sincere in it. He has 
all of Thackeray’s contempt for the snob, be he a millionaire 
or penniless, and his love for a true gentleman, whether self- 
made or the descendant of the Knickerbockers. 

Yet, somehow, one always has a vague impression, after 
reading one of Mr. Fawcett’s books, that a gentleman with a 
good bank-account, fine apartments and valet is, other things 
being equal, worthy of more repute than his impecunious 
brother. It is so hard, at any rate, to play the gentleman in 
New York without riches. 


- LIFE - 
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The chief fault in this, as in most of his writings, is over- 
elaboration, embroidery, filigree work. His rule for construct- 
ing a paragraph seems to be to harness a dozen descriptive 
and amplifying clauses tandem to the qualifying adjective of 
the first sentence. The turn-out then moves along with the 
cumbersome grace of Barnum’s elephant chariot. 

DROCH. 





BOOKS RECEIVED. 
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ton, Mifflin & Co. 
The Princess. By Alfred, Lord Tennyson. 
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By Bret Harte. Boston: Hough- 


Edited by Wil- 


COMME TOUT LE MONDE. 





NEW STYLE CABMAN (/0 military-looking chap on the 
Avenu:)—Hansom, Captain ? 

SUPPOSED MILITARY CHAP—Well, y-e-s,—so they tell 
me. 

CABMAN (sotfo voce)—The bloody mugwump ! 





WHAT ’S IN A NAME. 


T was at the baptismal font and the minister had the baby 
in his arms. 

“What is the name ?” he asked’ of the mother. 

“ Josephine Newton.” 

“Joseph E. Newton I baptise thee in the name 

“No, no,” hurriedly whispered the mother in great alarm. 
“ Not Joseph E. Newton, Josephzve Newton. 
kind of a baby.” 





It’s not that 














“LEST MEN SUSPECT YOUR TALE UNTRUE 
KEEP PROBABILITY IN VIEW.” 
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PRINCESS SYNTAXINE. 


A NOVEL. 


” 


BY “O. U. IDA. 


CHAPTER III. 


T was the morning after the ball 
at the Duc de Varnes’, and 
Princess Syntaxine had rolled home 





(in her carriage, of course), and hav- 
ing sent her husband to bed, was 
strolling on the marble terrace. 
Being a thoroughbred Princess, she 
never felt fatigue, and after a night 
spent in the enervating air of a 
heated ball-room, she looked as 
blooming and fresh as a little child 
just awakened from sleep. 

She was thinking of Stefan Osco- 

He was a Russian by birth, 
and was probably the wealthiest man in all Europe: 
His income, counted by milliards, was earned for him 
by the toiling Muscovites in his mill-yards, and every 
year his rent-rolls ran up to thousands of hundreds, 
paid by the Cossack peasants whom the Hun dreads. 
(These are both pretty bad, but they ’re nothing to what 
is coming.) Thus far, he had not married; although 
he might have had for the asking, the very pride of 
Russia, the flower of Persia, or the cream of Tartar. 

It scarcely surprised Sardine when she saw him in 
person, as though her thoughts had compelled him to 
come thither. He was alone, in a little boat which drifted 
slowly past the sea-terrace of La Jinguermille; the oars lay 
idly in the rowlocks, while he, bending his head, passionately 
pressed his lips to the palm of his hand. 

“He is kissing the rose-bud I gave him last night,” she 
said to herself, but as she leaned through one of the openings 
in the wall, she heard him murmur—* How in ¢hunder did I 
get that blister !’” 

““Oscomar,” she called merrily, “ why are you going by ? 
Won't you come in and see me ?” 

He looked up at her with his head uncovered and his eyes 
dazzled by the delicate face that was peering down at him— 
but he hesitated. 

“ Breakfast is ready,” she said. 

Before her sentence was finished he had rowed to the dock 
and was at her side. 

“These lovers are so impatiently hasty,” she muttered, 
petulantly. 

“ Sardine,” he cried, “I have come to ask you to share my 
fate with me. Let us seek the other side of the sea.” 

“It’s too far to swim,” she objected. 

“ But I have a boat,” he replied. “It is small, but it will 
be a floating bit of heaven to me if you once set foot in it.” 

“ Gentlemen,” she said, with emphasis, “ are not supposed 
to know that ladies Aave any feet, at all.” 


mar. 
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“ BREAKFAST IS READY,” SHE SAID. 


“ But I can’t help seeing yours,” he answered, trying to be 
complimentary. 

“You are rude,” said she, coldly. 
nuyes |” 

“Look out!” said Oscomar. “That ’s French—it ’ll give 
you the cholera.” But she did not notice him. 

“ How beautiful the flowers are,” she continued. “See the 
regiments of geraniums like scarlet-coated grenadiers. The 
lilies remind me of battalions of infantry.” 

“True,” said he; “and those gorgeous air-plants are the 
orchid-squad. You are a flower yourself, Princess.” 

“ Yes,” she murmured, “ I am called little Buttercup—” 

But she spoke only to the trees and birds—he was gone. 
For once in her life she had been too presuming. 

That night she entered in her book the departure of Osco- 
mar and the death of Fritz Tourgenoff, who had shot him- 
self through the heart because she had giggled. 


“Go! Vous m’en- 


CHAPTER IV. 


SOLDE DE FORLOGNES was not a mondazne like 
Sardine Syntaxine. She was a sweet, kissable little 
girl of seventeen, with a face like an angel and a voice like a 
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nightingale. She was natural, unaffected and very shy, as she 
had been educated in a convent. 

Oscomar loved the Princess Sardine ; however, her refusal 
of him did not make him a suicide—it made him mad. He 
was determined to show her that he no longer cared for her, 
so he proposed to Isolde. He did this solely as a matter of 
convenience, as he did not feel any love for her at all. Her 
aunt, the Duchesse de Varnes, said to her: 

“You have no dower. You must take the veil, and go 
back to end your days in the convent.” 

“Nun of that for me,” replied the high-spirited girl. “I 
will marry Oscomar.” 

So she did, but she soon found out that the Princess Syn- 
taxine was the fair pawnbroker to whom her husband had 
pledged his heart. Moreover, he had evidently lost the ticket, 
and could never reclaim it. Isolde was in despair. To take 
her own life was the correct caper, under the circumstances, 
but she was too proud to thus expose her misery. She want- 
ed an excuse for the act. 

One day she took out the diamonds which her husband had 
given her as a wedding present, and unwrapped the outer 
covering of paper—the very same paper that Oscomar had 
taken from off a bottle of cologne and hastily folded around 
the package when he sent it to her—she wanted to assure 
herself for the three hundredth time that the gems were not 
paste. As the paper fell to the floor she noticed some char- 
acters written on it. What were they? Did the words re- 
fer to the diamonds? She read—“ GLASS! WITH CARE!” 
The letters danced before her eyes. He had cheated her. It 
was enough. 

The next morning, they found her lifeless form at the foot 


THEY FOUND HER LIFELESS FORM AT THE FOOT OF A 
RUINED TOWER, 


of a ruined tower. The pitying world said, “Pauvre petite / 
It was not accident, and it was not because she thought her 
jewels were counterfeits,” and under their breath they added, 


“It was Sardine Syntaxine !” 
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On the same day, at the instigation of the Princess, Prince 
Syntaxine fought a duel with a French Count. Before the 
police arrived and the affair was stopped, the Prince was run 
through the body, and Sardine was a widow. 

“ How I long for something to happen,” she sighed, as she 
was making some new entries in her book. “ This unevent- 
ful life is beginning to tell on my spirits. I believe I shall die of 
ennuz yet. In ten days, only four people have been killed on 
my account, and for a thoroughbred Princess, that is a pitia- 
ble record, indeed !” 

At all events, poor little Isolde was out of the way now, 
and that tiresome old Prince was gone, so that she and Osco- 
mar were free to do as they chose. She smiled mysteriously 
as she thought of him. Should she complete her mastery 
over him? Or should she coldly banish him? Which? 

* eo * * * * * 

“My dear,” she said to him at the breakfast table, about 
two months later, “ won’t you please attend to those little 
bills on the mantel-piece, and don’t forget to tell the man to 
come around and fix the roof, and—oh, yes !—please order a 
larger quantity of ice every day, and we need about two tons 
more of range coal.” 

CARLSBAD. 
The bitter end. 





A SECLUDED SPOT—The ace up your sleeve. * 


HEADLINES—Wrinkles. 





Ye GAME OF COMMERCE. 


MAIDEN sighed, as tears bedewed 
Ye violets in her eyes, 
“ Alackaday ! I have not won 
Yon pretty, pretty prize.” 


“ Dear girl,” a youth beside her said, 
In low, impassioned tone, 

“Not only have I lost y¢ prize, 
My heart is likewise gone.” 


What shall ye youth and maiden do 
Their fortunes quick to mend ? 

He'll take her little hand in his 
And to y¢ parson wend. 





HE 7ryédlazne organ says: “ You can count on the Am- 
erican colony in Turkey as nearly a unit for Blaine.” 
Thanks, dulcet organ, for the information. So it would ap- 
pear, then, that Mr. Blaine is not only running on his native 
heath, but throughout the Ottoman Empire also—a sort of 
double-barrel candidate, as it were. Such being the case, 
success attend the campaign of the Boss-for-us, and may he 
as surely come out at the big end ‘of the Golden Horn as he 
is fated to emerge from the smaller aperture of Uncle Sam’s 
Presidential trumpet. 
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MIDSUMMER MEANDERINGS. 


I. 


Noodleport. 


Y OUR Correspondent arrived in Noodleport last Monday | 


on, his Yacht Waukenphast, and after declining the 


Hospitality of the City which was pressed upon him by the | 


Chief of Police in the absence of the Mayor, and which was 
offered owing to a striking resemblance between myself and 
a retired Cashier of the Newport Orphan’s Bank, I registered 
at Oshun House. 

I deemed it advisable to disclaim my present Residence at 
Yorkville and put my home down as Tennysse-Court, Court- 
Super-Hill, Devon, England. 

As I supposed I would be I was overwhelmed with atten- 
tion. 

The report quickly spread that I was the younger son of a 
childless Earl and possessed an income of £50,000, which 
little bit of o2-dzt7sm carried conviction on the face of it and 
I was made the hero of the hour. 

Five minutes after my arrival I received an invitation from 


Mr. Fee-Jee Yisland to attend a reception on his Yacht the | 


Paydphor, which was in Quarantine owing to a supposed case 
of cholera on board. Following this was an urgent invita- 
tion to dine with Mrs. Clifton Parvenu who has taken one 
of the Pimhard Cottages on the Cliff. As these two enter- 


tainments were for the same hour I availed myself of the | 


“ Substitute Privilege” and hastily fitting out a fellow-corre- 


spondent with suitable apparel obtained free for the sake of | 
the advertisement which the custom of the son of a childless | 


Earl is supposed to bring, I sent him to Mrs. Parvenue’s 
affatre where I understand he created quite a furore by his 
conversation and easy manners. 

According to his statement the dinner was the “ boss one of 
the season, marked by acertain razson d’etre which elsewhere 
is supposed to be quite the Azboshe corréte.” There were 
present Madame Gudeclose neé Duddes and her charming 
daughters ; Gen. Newsance, whose recently acquired fortune 
realized from a flyer in lard has made him one of the most 
popular of this season’s visitors ; Count Marrons Glacé, whom 
all the young ladies here consider the “sweetest thing in 
Counts ” this season; Lord and Lady Snubbe of Snubbe- 
Castle, Wales; and James Smith, of Morrristown, N. J., the 
author of the Bread-Winners. Concerning this latter gentle- 
man, there are several of him here. There were two of him 
at the Reception on Mr. Fee-Jee Yislands’ Yacht and owing 
to the crowded condition of the Oshun House I had to share 
my room with three of him. The Yacht Reception was 


all one could wish. One would think that the pres- 
ence of cholera on board would have deterred the 
guests, but aw contraire they came on _ board in 


crowds. (It may be well to state that more alarm would have 
been felt had this been a case of Cholera Americana or the 
Green Appiline variety, but as it was imported, the Noodle- 
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|{porters, being thoroughly inoculated, were not at all dis- 


turbed. 

Music of a most entrancing kind was furnished by an 
orchestra from New York, led by the distinguished batonier, 
Marquis di Grindi, formerly of the New York Pipe Depart- 
ment, and a well-known member of the Italian Colony. 

Dancing commenced at 8 P. M., and was carried on until 
late at night, the german being led by young Knickerbocker 
Van Donk and his fancée, Marigold Munniwell. All Noodle- 
port was present, together with a few from Narragansett Pier, 
who were invited as a special mark of condescension. 

Polo Parties, Tennis Tournaments, Lunches, Lawn Parties, 
and Casino Hops have taken up the rest of my time. I have 
been here three days and have had three hours sleep and am 
convinced that Newport is a charming place for absolute rest. 

I must leave town to-night, as I see by the paper that I am 
engaged to Mrs. Parvenu’s eldest daughter, which convinces 
me that my “substitute” was no deadhead in our enterprise. 

CHOLMONDELAY HARCOURT. 





LAWN TENNIS ON THE BEACH. 


HE ocean breeze blows softly, 
Each yellow sand grain gleams 

Like a jewel, in the glory 

Of August’s sunlight beams. 
The sound of girlish laughter, 

Now varied by a screech, 
Guides where they ’re playing tennis—- 

Lawn tennis on the beach. 


The wavelets sigh and murmur 
To the sound of “ Fifteen—love !’’ 
And the sea gulls scream and flutter 
In the sparkling air above ; 
While sand-pipers rise in terror 
As the balls fly out of reach, 
They do n't like our game of tennis— 
Lawn tennis on the beach. 


Cheeks rouged by Phoebus’ kisses, 
Bright eyes and laughing lips ; 
No thought for an onlooker, 
While the merry morning slips 
Away in useless waiting— 
Cupid has no chance for speech 
When the girls are playing tennis— 
Lawn tennis on the beach. 


For all talk of love permitted 
Is in counting up the game ; 
And, from what I hear, that meaning 
Is an insult to its name— 
I am “ forty ”’—no “ advantage !” 
Well, the “deuce!” “ Love’s” out of reach, 
So I'll leave them to their tennis— 
Lawn tennis on the beach. 
M. H. G., Kennebunkport. 
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LAWN TENNIS ON THE BEACH. 
Vide opposite page. 
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From Fliegende Blitter. 





GREAT HASTE, LITTLE WAIST. 


THE PECULIAR MAN. 


T HE peculiar man is a nuisance—he obtrudes his peculi- 
arity on all occasions with the same pride with which 
a Neapolitan beggar displays a ghastly deformity. 

The peculiar man glories in his peculiarity—he calls it “ in- 
dividuality,” and avers, truthfully, that nothing should make 
a man sacrifice his individuality; he quotes the abused tru- 
ism about the leopard and his spots, and so justifies and em- 
phasizes his peculiarities. 

The peculiar man usually has principles; quite right, al- 








ways have principles, but it is the province of peculiarity to | 


cram its principles down the helpless throat of its neighbor. 

Our peculiar man accounts for all his unpleasant traits by 
the one remark, “ You know I’m a peculiar man ’’—and so 
he is—peculiarly disagreeable. 

The leopard’s spots are born with him—the blemishes on 
the peculiar man are usually the product of cultivation, and 
exaggerated to form an excuse for bad temper, obstinacy, or 
some equally desirable trait, only permissible without reproof 
in the peculiar man. What right has any man to claim a 
monopoly of traits, either good or bad? A man goes about 
growling, never a civil word for any one—but then, he is pe- 
culiar. A man eats abominable things, and at outrageous 
hours-—it is all right, he is peculiar. A man drinks everything, 
or nothing; goes nowhere, or everywhere; has bad manners, 
bad habits, bad clothes—but claims peculiarity and feels him- 
self safely hedged from reproof, and exempt from the duties 
owed by the civilized, commonplace man to his fellows. 

This sketch is not funny—it isn’t intended to be funny— 
it has a moral, it has a lesson—learn it. 





MOTTO OF THE GORDON RELIEF EXPEDITION—Festina 
Lente. 





A BILL OF SAIL (or Sale—etther ts permissible—Bill 
Chandler. 





| 
| 


| 
| 
| 





MAJOR PERKINS (in his dressing-gown 
and slippers, unbolting the front-door): 
“That you, Jack? I’ve been waiting for 
you since midnight, you rascal. A pretty 
time of night this is to come home. Now, 
sir, 1 can’t have you on my hands much 
longer if this state of affairs lasts.” 

Fack (who is a poker player): “ Hol’ 
on, gov’ner; don’t throw up yer hand yet. 
I shay, a Jack-full ain’t a bad han’ (hic) 
to hol’.” 





PUT IN AN APPEARANCE—Two p’s, 
if you know how to spell. 





A FINE SITE—The “ ground ” floor. 





POINT FOR THE MEDICAL MAN WITH- 
OUT PRACTICE—Advertise for the Pa- 
| tients of Job. 


NOTES RECEIVED BY “LIFE” SINCE THE 
SHAKE UP. 


¢¢ JT KNEW all about it. We had planned it. Let England 
tremble. O'DONOVAN Rossa.” 


* * * 


6 ID you hear the beginning of my boom ? 
B. F. BUTLER.” 


* * * 


6“ TL HIS was a solemn warning to the country that all men 
should repent and be ready. 
REV. HEZEKIAH LUGUBRIOUS.” 


* * * 


66 OR the shakes take the Little Giant Malaria Pill— 
four of them dropped into the bowels of the earth, 

Sunday, the 9th of August, caused an instant cessation of the 

disturbance. SHAKE NO More Co.” 


* * * 


¢¢ J T was only a local issue—but who saw anything issue. 
I didn't. GEN. HANCOCK.” 
* * * 


[ Telegram to the New York Tryblatne.] 


a T RY and work this earthquake up as a groan of nature 
at the wickedness of Cleveland. Any public that 
can swallow Blaine can swallow that ! 


W—LAw —. 
* * * 


«¢ T MIGHT turn Quaker for awhile if Elkins thinks it 
would pay, but I AM NOT an enthusiastic Earth- 
quaker yet. Although a fissure vein might not be a bad 
opening for a man of my record about November sth, 1884. 
“Jas. G. B., 
“ alias Chill-blain.” 











LIFE 


T was only a bang up magnetic shock from Lulu Hurst, 
who was having a surf-fit of bathing at Long Branch. 
Curious, wasn’t it ? “ PAUL ATKINSON, 
“ The only man who can manage Lulu.” 


* * * 


WOULD give—well, a liberal reward to create the 
one-ten-thousandth part of the interest that those 15 
seconds’ disturbance did. SMALL HOPEs ST. JOHN.” 





WAR CRY OF THE CONEY ISLAND SUNDAY BESIEGERS 
—“ Va Victuallers.” 





UN MOT POUR LA GAULOIS—Speak well of the Ferry that 
bears you safely over. 





ULYsSEs the Silent has at last opened his lips in praise of 
the Plumed Knight, whose statesmanship he admires, whose 
election he desires, and whose aid and comfort (in case of 
election) he no doubt requires. Since the memorable affair of 
Saul of Tarsus, we can recall no conversion so sudden, so 
complete and so absolutely amazing. The suspicion is a har- 
rowing one, but could so radical a change of heart have also 
been brought about by a vision—the vision of a country post- 
mastership far example? Can such things be, and over- 
come us like a Mephztis Americanus without our special 
wonder? We pause for a sileteted ! 


HENRY HOLT & CO., N. Y,, 





GRADY & McKEEVER, 
















RENDER. VNTO $CI§§OR$ THOSE 
THINGS WHICH ARE $CISSORS - 





oo 


S strange, but true, that dogs’ pants are the heaviest in hot 


bis 
I weather. —Brooklyn Times. 





THE night that Othello sat down on Desdemona was the 
original smother evening.— Washington Hatchet. 





‘*T say, boss, wud yez give me a Joight ?” said an old Irishman 
on Park Row. 

The gentleman looked alternately at his freshly-lighted cigar 
and the half-filled bowl of the Irishman’s weather-beaten dudeen, 
and a look of disapprobation came over his face. 

‘“‘T may have a match,” he remarked. 

He found one and handed it over. 

The Irishman crooked his knee and drew the match slowly 
down his trousers leg. 

‘*Oi’m thinkin’,” he said, ‘‘ that (puff) yez musht (puff) be wan 
of (puff, puff) thim doodes.”"—/. Y. Sun. 





A GERMAN newspaper contains the following advertisement : 
‘*Tf Charles Frankerberge will either call on or write to Karl 
Schmidt, on the Kaiser Strasse, No, 26, he will hear something 
to his advantage. His wife is dead."— Texas Siftings. 





Mr. Brown : ‘‘ 1 see in the papers that a woman w as recently 
bitten by a bat and shortly afterward died of lockjaw.” 

Mrs. Brown (tartly): ‘‘ If she had been bitten by the kind of 
bat you went on while I was away last summer, she probably 
would have died from delirium tremens.”— Graphic. 


HAVE READY sae Cavanagh, Sanford & Co., 
; RENNER & COMPANY, 
The Baby's Grandmother DEALERS IN | Merchant Tailors 


By L. B. Walford, author of ** Mr. Smith.” 


16mo, Leisure Hour Series, $1.00 ; 


Leisure Moment Series, 30 cents 





Among the Chosen. 


An American Novel. 





16mo (American Novel Series, No. 5), $1.00. 
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“* Dio Lewis’s Monthly is the grandest | 3& $8 = 

Magazine we have ever seen.” | pag? ¥ 
Normal Teacher & Examiner. - 3 z 





Send 6 cents in stamps for a 
sample copy 


Dio Lewis's Monthly 


$2.50 per year. 
For SALE BY ALL DEALERS. 


25 cents a copy. 


A. Sayr 
ladies will use t! 





| eg 
| Mos. M. B. 7.9 


| throughou the U. 8 
base imita‘ions, & 
one selling the same, 


FRANK SEAMAN, Publisher, 


542 BROADWAY, New York. 


FINE ARTS... 


Designers and Manufacturers or 
EVERY DESCRIPTION OF PICTURE FRAMES, 
No. 719 SIXTH AVE., 
FACTORY, 218 W. 42d STREET. 


A SKIN OF BEA. ry Is AJOY FOREVER. 
elix Gouraud’ ———————— 


Oriental Cre~m® or ‘Magical Beautifier 






said .~ “ lad of the hautton 


recommend ‘ 
the least LS-, a all the Skin Properstions.. “4 


Agents wanted. Send for terms, | tle will last six months, using it every day. 
Wa? 


1, 008 Reward for arrest and proof of any | 


and Importers, 


16 West 23d STREET, 


New York. Opposite 5th Ave. Hotel, NEW YORK, 


All the latest London Fabrics regularly imported, 


Tan Pipl 
an. 
Frecki 1g 


P Se PRINTING [NK, 


GEORGE MATHER’S SONS, 


blemish 


60 Joun St., New York. 





This paper is printed with our cul ink, 





properly made 
Accept no 
counterfeit of 
similar name. 
a et. 
a patient):—“As you 
ud’s ‘Cream* = 
One bo' 
iso P aos 





: without i 


” MANUFACTORY 
BELFAST IRELAND 


Dealers 
urope, Beware of 








A‘N ‘Aempeoig z& 
‘SSOUN ‘H AUNFH 


x 











1 ae SN: 


S 
' 
; 
+; 

al 





126 





MURRAY'S 
CHARCOAL TABLETS 


For Dyspepsia, Headache, Bad 
Breath, Sour Stomach. 
The Good Old Fashioned Remedy. 25 cts. a box. 





DITMAN’S SEA SALT 


For producing a real sea bath at home. Send 
for circular. 
A. J. DITMAN, 
Broadway and Barclay Street, New York. 


CAMPOBELLO ISLAND, 
NEW BRUNSWICK, 


Already so well known as one of the most popular summer 
resorts on the Atlantic Coast, lies in Passamaquoddy Bay, 
about seventy miles northeast of Mt. Desert, and is distant 
about two miles from Eastport, Maine. 

The HOTELS ‘‘OWEN” and ‘‘ TYN-Y-COED,” 
are acknowledged to be the most unique and charming in 
the country. They will be opened July 1, 1884, and under 
the management of Mr. T. A. BARKER, who has had 
charge of them for the past two seasons. 

The island is ten miles long and from two to three miles 
wide, and the drives are delightful. ‘The interior abounds 
in lofty and densely weoded hills, The shores are rock- 
bound and gtant cliffs overhang the sea for many miles, 
Comfortable carriages, village carts, wagonettes, and well- 
exjuip; ed saddle-horses, steam-launches, rowboats, canoes 
with Indian guides, and some of the famous Quoddy sail- 
boats will always be at the command of guests. 

The fine steamer Frances, 1,200 tons, formerly of the 
Stonington Line, will make three trips per week, to and from 
Mt, Desert—the entire season, 

Applications for rooms may be made to T. A. BAR- 
KER, office of the Campobello Co., No. 12 Sears Building, 
Boston. 

Applications for land and for general information may be 


made to 


ALEX. S. PORTER, 
General Manager, 
27 State St., Boston. 


~ DIAMONDS. 


Carefully matched pairs Fine O/d Mine Bril- 
liants, $50 to $3,000. 
A large assortment of Engagement Rings, from 
$15 to $1,000. 
Lace Pins, $10 up. 
Bracelets, $15 up. 
Collar Buttons, $5 up. 
Studs, $10 up. 
Diamonds Remounted in latest styles, 








Designs sent to any address. 





J. H. JOHNSTON, 150 Bowery. 


“VIENNA” 


ICED COFFEE. DELICIOUS. 


SERVED ONLY AT 
Common Sense Lunch Room, 


135 BROADWAY (cor. Cedar St.), 








ss. 


BILL NYE ON PHRENOLOGY. 


An erroneous phrenologist told me that I would 
shine as a revivalist, and said that I ought to 
marry a tall blonde, with a nervous, sanguinary 
temperament. Then he said, ‘‘One dollar, 
please,” and I said: ‘‘ All right, gentle scientist 
with a tawny mane, I will give you the dollar and 
marry the tall blonde with the bank account and 
bilious temperament when you give me a chart 
showing me how to dispose of a brown-eyed 
brunette with a thoughtful cast of countenance, 
who married me in an unguarded moment two 
years ago.” 

He looked at me in a reproachful kind of way, 
struck at me with a chair in an absent-minded 
manner and stole away.— The Eye. 





Lundborg’s Perfume, Edenia. 
Lundborg’s Perfume, Maréchal Niel Rose. 
Lundborg’s Perfume, Alpine Violet. 
Lundborg s Perfume, Lily of the Valley. 











Oakley’s Extract—Violette. 
Oakley’s Extract—Lily of the Valley. 

Oakley’s Queen Cologne. 

Oakley's Florida Water Bouquet Soap. 
Oakley’s Flower Extract Soap—‘‘ Jacque Roses.” 


: @UTING > 


AN ILLUSTRATED Mmthly 
PXAGAZINE - of TARCREATION 
ECamprisine 80 Paces at Letter-press 
Artistically Printed on fine paptr 
and protested by a Handsome Cover, 
AX THE ONLY MAGAZINE of its Kind i 
THE WORLD === Pleayant words 
frees the Pres-"Sreadily Growing to b 
one oF oVe Most Attractive Wenthlig 
f a+ = Boston Advertisep --« 
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‘Lik editors 2nd brisht contributors) 
== THe Gpsresationalist ‘see 

‘Tpvaleable to apy one loving ovkdoop 
* [WR-The Ulusteations are ip the bichest 
style of art oow Besten Herald ave 

Of rrecoant interest to all lovers of 
outdoor $ pertyee Poritand Transcripts 
lt N Low Price == 
Gives every lover of ouk-deor life an 
eppertunity t° make an investaent 
that wilb certainly pay === se 
P29" Year; Zacents a copy: 


Scod Gp brown Stamps for 
SPESIMED .COpy and pagdserne 
° 


premium list ¢ 
* Pub Ses « i 


lis 
178 Teement St: Besten «M255: 





























~ 9 wre . 
Leckelaers Totlet Soaps 

In calling the attention of the public to this 
line of Fine Toilet Soaps, manufactured by L. 


Eeckelaers, of Brussels, we confidently recommend 
them as being 


Unrivalled both in Quality and Perfume. 











By any Soaps, now offered, either of home or 
foreign manufacture. AJl we ask is one trial, 
which we are satisfied will convince the most 
fastidious. 

The following are especially recommended : 
Bouquet OF VIOLETS, OPOPANAX, 
Woop VIOLETs, JOCKEY CLUB, 
WHITE RosE, RosE BABy Soap, 


E. FOUGERA & CO., N.Y. Agents. 


Sold by all Druggists and Fancy Goods Dealers. 


“The Best Practical Art Magazine ” 


Is The Art Amateur, which gives. monthly, from 30 to 

44 folio pages of working designs (with full instructions), 

illustrations and information relating to decorative and 

pictorial art. Invaluable to amateur artists. 

‘ Homrt Decoration & FurNisHING. (Expert Advice 
ree.) 

Instructi n in China, Oil and Water-color Painting, 
Wood-carving, Etching, Dress, &c. Art Needle-work De- 
signs from the Royol School,South Kensington, a specialty 

The Art Amateur includes among its contributors 
Theodore Child, Clarence Cook, Edward Strahan, Roger 
Riordan, Camille Piton, Bean Pitman, Louis McLaughlin, 
Constance C, Harrison and Mary Gay Humphreys. 

Subscription, $4.00 a year; 35 cents a number. Speci- 
men copy 25 cents, ¢7/ this advertisement is mentioned. 


MONTAGUE MARKS, Publisher, 23 Union Square, N. Y. 





YOUNG MEN !—READ THIS. 


Tue Vottaic Bett Cvo., of Marshall, Mich., offers to 
send their celebrated ELecrric-VoLtTaic Bett and other 
Exsctric AppLiANcEs on trial for thirty days, to men 
(young or old) afflicted with nervous debility, loss of vitality 
and manhood, and all kindred troubles. Also for rheuma- 
tism, neuralgia, paralysis, and many other diseases. Com- 
plete restoration to health, vigor and manhood guaranteed. 
No risk is incurred as thirty days trial is allowed. Write 
them at once for illustrated pamphlet free. 





——COMMON SENSE BINDER—— 
FOR BINDING 
“LIFE: 

Cheap, Strong and Durable, 


Will hold 26 numbers. Mailed to any part of 
the United States for $1. 


Address, office of “ LIFE,” 1155 Broapway, N. Y. 


VARICOCELE Grice, cones, fooFutton Sey e 











- LIFE - For 1883 AND 1884. 


VOLS. I., Il. anp III. 
Vol. I., Jan. to June, inclusive; Vol. II., July to December, inclusive ; Vol. III., Jan. to June, 1884, 
inclusive, durably bound, for sale at the publication office. Price, postage free, $5.00 each. To subscribers 
returning a complete set for the year 1883, both Volumes will be forwarded for $5.00. To subscribers re- 


turning a complete set of one Volume that Volume will be forwarded for $2.50. 


Address, 


Office of LIFE, 1155 Broadway, New York. 








DO YOU SLEEP? 





NSOMNIA, the great curse of the Ameri- 
can.people, is the direct result of Nervous 
i:xhaustion, consequent 


upon Overwork, 


Worry, and Mental Strain. The common 
recourse of the sufferer, is to Opium, Mor- 
phine, Chloral, Bromides and other drugs 


whose continued use is fatal. 


VERVE 


Cassese sa none of these substances. It 


is purely vegetable, acts directly upon ! 
| 


the exhausted nerve centres, and by its tonic 


action, produces a healthful, natural sleep, 


with no after effects. Two or three doses 


have cured permanently cases of Insomnia, of 


months’ standing. In Neuralgia, Nervous 


Irritability, Headache, Mental Depression, 


Hysteria, Loss of Energy following overwork 
or continued excitement, and all diseases 


of the Nervous system it is of inesti- 


mable value. 


Merchants and _ Business 
men, Clergymen, Lawyers, Authors, and all 
persons subject to long-continued mental 
labor, will find natural sleep easily at hand 
with this remedy in their possession. Its con- 
tinued use is not necessary. In most cases 
six or eight doses will restore tone to the 
nervous system and enable the sufferer to 


sleep without further treatment. 


Order only from reliable druggists,, or 


direct, enclosing $1, from the 


VERVE DEPOT, 
65 West 33rd Street, New York. 


SOLE AGENTS FOR U. S. AND CANADA. 











. LIFE- 


Accident Insurance at Half Rates. 
THE BEST IN THE WORLD. 








UNITED STATES 
MUTUAL ACCIDENT ASSOCIATION 
320 & 322 Broadway, N. Y. 


| : Qe 
Insure-1n-the United-States Mutual 2¢ * 
ghar ee 3% 420 Broadway. NevYor'k. 
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No one can furnish 


“Old Crow” Rye 
Sour-Mash Whiskey 


unless purchased from us. 
We have taken every barrel 
made since Fanuary, 1872. 
We have also HERMIT- 
AGE three to seven years 
old, all sold absolutely pure, 
uncolored, unsweetened. 


H. B. KIRK & CO., 


69 Fulton St. & Broadway and 27th St. 


a § PARIS CORSE®: 


FINEST AND BEST FITTING 
INTHE WORLD. ASK FOR IT. 


“Lowe -ny 
Restoration 
to Health 
, and Beauty 


Testimonial ofa 
Boston lady, 


ISFIGURING Humors, Humiliating Eruptions, Itch- 
ing Tortures, Scrofula, Salt Rheum and In/antile 
Humors cured by the CuricurA REMEDIES. | 
CuticurA RESOLVENT, the new blood purifier, cleanses 
the blood and perspiration of impurities and poisonous 
elements, and thus removes the cause. f 
Cuticura, the great Skin Cure, instantly allays Itching 
and Inflammation, clears the Skin and Scalp, heais Ulcers 
and Sores, and restores the Hair, ; . 
Curicura Soap, an exquisite Skin Beautifier and Toilet 
Requisite, prepared from CuTicurA, is indispensable in 
treating Skin Diseases, Baby Humors, Skin Blemishes, 
Chapped and Oily Skin. 
Curicura ReMeptEs are absolutely pure, and the only 
infallible Blood Purifiers and Skin Beautifiers. 
Sold everywhere. Price, Cuticura, 50 cents; Soap, 25 
cents ; escivent, $x. Porrer DruG anp CHemicat Co., 
Boston, Mass. 
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Send one, two, 

: three or five dol- 

elars for a retail 

box, by express, of the best Candies in the world, put 


up in handsome boxes. All strictly pure. Suitable for 
presents. Try it once. 


Address, C.F.GUNTHER, Confectioner. 


78 Mapison Sr., CHIcaco. 





CAN PHOTO- 


YA EY 


AMUSEMENTS. 
DEN MUSEE. 5 WEST 23D ST. 
SPLENDID BUILDING. 

Wonderful Tableaux—Historic Groups—Men of _ all 
Times — Art and Science — Chamber of Horrors— Trip 
Round the World in 600 Stereoscopic Views—Dioramas. 

Musee open from 11 A.M. to 11 P. M. Sundays from 1 
torr P.M. 

Coucerts in the Winter Garden from 2 to 5 and 8 to 11. 

Admission to all, 50 cents. Children, 25 cents. 


COLUMBIA BICYCLE 


FOR ROAD USE 





THEPOPE M 
597 WASHN ST.,BOS TON.MASS. 
BRANCH HOUSE, 12 WARREN ST., NEW YORK. 








Fragrant Vanity Fair 


AND 


(24 CLOTH OF GOLD 
CIGARETTES. 


Our Cigarettes cannot be surpassed. 
If you do not use them, a trial will 
convince you that they have no equal. 
Two hundred millions sold in 1883. 

13 FIRST PRIZE MEDALS AWARDED. 


WM. S KIMBALL & CO. 
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MANUFACTURERS 
. 


ARTISTS MATERIAL 


F ALL KINDS. 


F INE BRUSHES AND VARNISHES 
READ) LEAD 
DRY IAF 


PAINTS WHITE 


MIXED 
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Called by Dr. J. von 
Liebig “a Treasure of 
Nature,” on account of 
its high degree of 
Chlorides. Recom- 
mended as a mild ape- 


rient and well tried curative for regular use by such medical authorities as Sir 
Henry Thompson, Virchow, Frerichs, and others. 


NATURAL 


BITTER-WATER. 


Cures constipation, headache, indigestion, hemorrhoids, chronic catarrhal dis- 
orders of stomach and bowels, gravel, gout, contion, diseases peculiar to females, and impurities of 


the blood. 


To be had of all leading Grocers and Druggtsts everywhere. 





PREGS @ GWULISS BROTHERS 75-79 FULTON STREET N.Y. 
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THE CELEBRATED 


SOHMER 


PIANOS — 


ARE PREFERRED BY LEADING 
ARTISTS. 


HIGHEST AWARD CENTENNIAL, 1876. 
HIGHEST AWARD MONTREAL, 1881-1882. 


149 to 155 East 14th St., N. Y. 








THE HARTSHORN SHADE ROLLER 
is as near perfection as anything in that line can be. 
They never get out of order, and will bear rough 
handling. Their mechanism is simple and com- 
plete, and they are destined to supersede every- 
thing of the kind in the market.—Chicago Inter 
Ocean. 





Peck & Snyder’s 
CELEBRATED TENNIS 
BALLS AND BATs. 


Our new Franklin Bat cannot 

be surpassed. Price so. We 

" are sole makers of the Official 

Regulation Ball adopted by the U. S. N. L. T. Asso- 

ciation, April sth, 1884, and by the Intercollegiate Associ- 

ation, May 6th, 1884. Just published, the Playing Rules 

of Lawn Tennis, 48 Pages, with Complete Catalogue of 
Tenmis outfits. Post paid, 10 cents. Stamps. 


Peek & Snyder, 126, 128, 130 Nassau St., 
New York. 





BILLIARDS. 


The Collender Billiard and Pool Tables 


have received the first premiums, the latest Triumphs 
being the Grand Medal—the highest premium over all na- 
tions—awarded to the Collender Billiard Tables, and Com- 
bination Cushions, Balls, Cues, &c., at the Paris Exhibi- 
tion of 1878. At the Centennial Commission, Philadelphia, 
in 1876, the combination cushions were reported the only 
ones scientifically correct in the angles of incidence and re- 
flection. New and second-hand billiard tables, in all de- 
signs, at the lowest prices. 


The H. W. COLLENDER COMPANY 


768 Broadway, New York. 241 Tremont St., Boston. 
15 South Fifth St., St. Louis. 113 S. oth St., Philadelphia. 
84 and 86 State St., Chicago. 367W.Baltimore St. Baltimore. 

















